ACT ONE
PONCIA: No, Bernarda, to change-----Of course, any place else,
they'd be the poor ones.
BERNARDA: Hold your tormenting tongue!
PONCIA: One can't even talk to you. Do we, or do we not share
secrets?
BERNARDA: We do not. You're a servant and I pay you. Nothing
more.
PONCIA: But...
FIRST SERVANT [entering]: Don Arturo's here. He's come to see about
dividing the inheritance.
BERNARDA: Let's go.
[To the SERVANT]
You start whitewashing the patio.
[To PONCIA]
And you start putting all the dead man's clothes away in the
chest.
PONCIA: We could give away some of the things.
BERNARDA: Nothing - not a button even! Not even the cloth we
covered his face with.
[She goes out slowly, leaning on her cane. At the door she turns to kok
at the TWO SERVANTS. They go out Stie leaves.]
[AMELIA and MARTIRIO enter.]
AMELIA: Did you take the medicine?
MARTIRIO: For all the good it'll do me.
AMELIA: But you took it?
MARTIRIO: I do things without any faith, but like clockwork.
AMELIA: Since the new doctor came you look livelier.
MARTIRIO: I feel the same.
AMELIA: Did you notice? Adelaida wasn't at the funeral.
MARTIRIO: I know. Her sweetheart doesn't let her go out even to
the front doorstep. Before, she was gay. Now, not even powder
on her face.
AMELIA: These days a girl doesn't know whether to have a beau or
not
MARTIRIO: It's all the same.
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